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My husband's love for his mother was almost the biggest thing in his life, but even 1, knowing and rejoicing in it, had hardly realised what pain tins absence would cost him, nor how he longed to share all his pleasures and interests with her.
rmi'jAK, Jitnunn/ ~'2tnl, lSSO.--~\Ve arc always wondering how we shall tell you of our strange lii'o here. My wife sketches away, hoping at any rate that t/ua will like the sketches and ace something of what we ,sre. \\ lira we sit together be-fore some striking view, we shut our eyes and analyse our sensations, hoping to discover some means nf describing photographs and specimens of dresses to make you understand. What a time \ve shall have in talking and showing our curiosities ! You shall give another "At Home,'' and if at the end of your invitation you eay you arc going to introduce your Egyptian sun and daughter, even you won't say " no one will come." . . .
it is no trouble writing, in fact I like it for many reasons. Don't think thfivfore you aw doing nothing, you are doing a good big part to make nio enjoy our holiday, but it is painful to think that in this plra.suiit summer's heat you have cold and ice. . .
AH we were drifting on we heard a shout from the bank UB to whether we would like a telegram, Vv'e asked the name, it Hounded like Baron. Thin was enough to excite UH, HO we both started with Ali in the small boat.. We were noon relieved to lind there wan no news for UH. The senses of distance often comes over me and has to be put away. .It was a strange wight to come upon the, lonely stone hut telegraph station in the Holemn desert, and to feel that, it wan linked by a coritiuuouH wire, with ail tho hustle of London. The world is^ono, and town and desert are linked by Hern and uiisoeu bonds.
Mr. Banielt*H letter on our hint walk before we turned
again northward is characteristic;
XiMiiAj Junttnry iJ7///> tSSO, Our visit to the second Cataract mountains we should have been sorry to have missed. We were able, to climb to the top. There wan much, iu the view, there was more- in our thoughts to make the moment memorable. . . The Nile 1ms now for UH a kind of life, it seems like an old friend, its birth, its ntniggle with obstacles, its progress on to light awaken our deeper intercHt. . . As yet wo know wo have not learnt to understand the tlewert, but wo never wee it without resenting tho talk that condemns it an " barren." The desert has borne fruit in Home of the best thought of tho world, in this desert men have learnt and can learn of tho deeper things of life, it will ho a good thing when Home of tho leaders, politicians, poets, and painters are went to school in the dcbert.